DISGRACE   ABOUNDING
Let me here interrupt my story of Trebitsch Lincoln for a
moment to say that when the discomfited Kapp troops, after their
brief reign, withdrew through the Brandenburger Tor at the top
of Unter den Linden they fired, just from exuberant geniality, on
the crowd, many people being killed and wounded, while others
ran, and I saw a photograph of this incident which has never left
my memory.
In the foreground, with the running, crouched or prostrate
figures for a background, is an old woman with a child. The
child huddles into her skirts. She holds it, her body between it
and the bullets. When you look at that picture you can almost
hear the rat-tat-tat of the machine-guns, the frightened crying of
the child, the beating of the old woman's heart. Madonna, child
and machine-gun, a pleasant symbolic picture for our post-war
Europe. But nobody has bothered to paint it.
Back to Trebitsch Lincoln. Again a few years of oblivion and
you heard of him in China, where men were fighting. By now he
was either a good Russian Bolshevist or a good Chinese Nationalist,
I forget which. Then, again, a few years of silence. Then, again,
news that Trebitsch Lincoln was a Buddhist monk, and the tardy
post brought pictures of him in his little silken cap, his silken
tunic, his funny pants.
A man without truth, without honour, without faith, without
loyalty? No, you are wrong. Now something happened that
touched the one spot in Trebitsch Lincoln where you could find
loyalty. In England he had a son, and this son was a soldier in the
British Army, and if you can beat that one please write and tell
me, because I should like to know. The son was convicted of
murder, the date of execution set. In far Tibet,, or wherever he
was, Trebitsch Lincoln heard the news. He came speeding across
the world to see his son before he died. Here was his one loyalty,
the loyalty of the Jewish family. He arrived, at Southampton, I
think, a few hours before the execution. He was not allowed to
land. He steamed away again, resumed that endless journey. . , .
What a figure. I wish sometimes that I had another medium
than words, those pale and empty sounds and symbols. I would
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